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A THOUGHT AND A SUGGESTION 


Again it is June, and once more a senior class must say farewell to 
the high school where its members have spent four years. As at all 
other graduation times, there is the feeling of gladness and of satisfac- 
tion, as well as of regret. We feel satisfaction at having accomplished 
somethine definite. Then there is the sadness which always attends 
commencement at the thought of friendships severed by the scattering 
of the graduates. Is there any way in which the Class of 1925 can 
prevent this? Why not form some sort of permanent organization, and 
hold reunions? This would surely keep alive the Class of 1925, and 
continue its good friendships. 


Peer nuTH ABOUT OUR SCHOOL.SPIRIT 


We are glad that through the Sachem we are kept in touch with 
former members of our school. We have received several communica- 
tions, and will gladiy welcome news from any who have been connected 
with M. H. S. in any way. The following is a portion of a letter: re- 
eeived from Dorothea Keough, who was recently our literary editor-in- 
chief. 

‘“At times I have actually been homesick for M. H. 8. What is this 
thing that I miss so much? The earnest students, the lack of friction be- 
tween student and teacher, that spirit of honor, friendliness, and co- 
operation—all go to make the atmosphere of M. H. 8S. unique in its 
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‘homey’ character. If any of you went away to a school where your 
marks and progress were of interest only to you yourselves, then you 
would appreciate the hearty encouragement given by the teachers vf 
Vee 


HINTS FOR.VACATION-TIME 


The long-anticipated vacation is drawing near, and it is with relief. 
that we shall leave our school routine for the summer. Yet during the 
year of hard work every one of us has gained something which has 
broadened his outlook and enlarged his character. We have formed 
friendships, and through various experiences have learned the value 
of a true friend. During the summer we may continue to develop our 
characters. There is an opportunity in store for us all to give the very 
best of ourselves to others. Those that do not have the chance to 
eo away can be cheerful, happy, and unselfish at home. At home or 
away, we may feel a thrill of pleasure to hear some one say, ‘‘How 
lucky we are to have such a person with us for the summer!’’ Anyhow, 
thrills or no thrills, let’s show our M. H. 8. spirit, and put our best 
selves with enthusiasm into making this summer one of the most profit- 
able, as well as the happiest, possible. 


MODERN ART 


Blue and green sunset 

Shedding purple rays 

On a yellow forest, 

Where a scarlet woodehuck plays; 
Nose-breasted crows, flying way up high, 
Flying, circling round and round, 

In an orange sky. 


If this sounds queer to you, my friends, 
I hope you will not mind; 
For critics came from far and near 
-To eall that artist color blind. 
Miriam McDonald, ’27 


WV a Lely de Oa 
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LITERARY 


ee 


UNSEEING EYES 


The average person has eyes but he sees not; that is, in the meta- 
phorical sense. He does not see the tragedies and comedies enacted 
in the everyday life around him. We are speaking now of the nature 
world. Of course, we never miss a scandal or a robbery, although many 
‘people do seem to miss the humorous side of things. 


But let us return to the nature world. What is a better time of the 
vear than the spring and early summer to observe the dramas enacted 
on the great out-of-door stage? Have you seen the comedy **The Com- 
ing-out of Mr. Wasp’’? It is one of the most common for this time of 
year. The lazy fellow, drunken with sleep, crawls from under his 
shingle which has been his place of hibernation. He totters, yawns, and 
then, trying to stretch while standing on two legs, falls twenty wasp- 
stories to the ground. Immediately he is wide awake and ready for 
battle. 


Another of the season’s plays is that of ‘‘Puss and the Bluebirds.’’ 
Young Mr. and Mrs. Bluebird return from the South, where they have 
spent their honeymoon. They first select a site for their new home. They 
labor strenuously for a week, and are rewarded in seeing theirs one of 
the finest of the new-built homes in their vicinity. How happy they are! 
Then late one afternoon, when the light is fading in the orchard, Mrs, 
Bluebird, hurrying home, fails to see the old tom-cat lying in wait for 
her. ‘This is, indeed, one of the saddest and most tragie of our unob- 
served. season’s plays. 
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These and innumerable others, simple dramas as they are, are over- 
looked by the average person. Many such dramas not only give passing 
amusement, but furnish food for thought, for those whose eyes are 
open. Our mind and heart are enlarged and made sympathetic as a 
result of our observation of the nature world—and it costs nothing to 
see the play! 

Stanley Bailey, ’25 


JUST BEYOND OUR HORIZON 


What can be more distant, more vast, and more illusive than the 
horizon? How our eyes strain to see beyond that long, thin line which 
hides from our view all the future’s store of joys and sorrows! 

The horizon is always beyond. We walk and we walk. Only one step 
farther, we think, and then, ah, then! we shall reach that desired goal 
and be able to learn all nature’s secrets which she has prepared to sur- 
prise us. But no, that is not to be. For every step we take, the horizon 
goes just so much farther away from us; always illusive, always 
fascinating. 

But if we are patient, over that horizon will rise our dreams, velvet 
and rose-tinted, as the flush of dawn on the cheeks of the slowly awaken- 
ing morn; later bursting into the resplendent sun, high up in the hea- 
vens, reflecting the fulfillment of our dreams. 


Then again, over our horizon will also come the gray clouds, clouds of 
sorrow which will rise and fill us with pain to the breaking point, and 
then bathe our poor broken hearts in a flood of penitent and consoling 
tears. 

Ah, the marvel of the horizon! Will its wonder ever be explained? 
No, it will always be just beyond, holding all life’s mysteries and God’s 
great plan for each one of His children. 


And then, as the sun goes down, the sunset of our lives will appear, 
and while we watch with time-dimmed eyes, we shall see reflected in 
the sky all the colors of our past dreams and experiences; and from the 
fast sinking sun, just beyond the horizon will come the promise of the 
wondrous new dawn that will burst forth on the morrow. 

Miriam Newkirk, ’25 
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TONY WELLER ON MIDDLEBORO SENIORS 


(Note: It is felt that no apologies are necessary to Charles Dickens 
jor this article. It 1s deeply to be regretted, however, that Mr. Dickens 
cannot help the author do justice to our senior class, for justice should 
certainly be done.) 


‘Vell, Samivel,’’ said Mr. Weller, Sr., removing his coat and pulling 
at his pipe with great gusto, ‘‘I’ve just been awisitin’ of Middleboro 
High School along vith your guv’nor.”’ 

‘“Have you, now, old Proosian Blue?’’ answered the filial Sammy. 
‘‘And wot was it like?’’ 

‘‘Wery interestin’ and edifyin’, Sammy. Reminded me of the garden 
o’ Eden.’’ } 

‘Sort 0’ fresh and green, I suppose,’’ rejoined the son. 

‘Vell, rayther ; but wot I meant wos that it wos small and flourishin’ 
but still in the primitive stage. Your guv’nor vent to speak with the 
shepherd. He wos a chap, name o’ Nickerson, and he hadn’t a red nose; 
so I liked him on sight, as you might say. I strools around the curriders 
till I met up with a slim child in white pants tucked up at the knees 
such as our jack-tars vore at Trafalgar, and stockin’s such as no vun 
ever vore anyvere. I in’kvired about ’em.’’ 

‘* “Oh, they’re colleej,’ says he; ‘all collee] men vear ’em.’ 

‘*“Vot for?’ says I; but as he didn’t seem to know I let it pass. 

‘« * A chap never learns to dress properly,’ says he, ‘ontil he goes to 
college.’ 
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““ “You don’t say,’ I ejac’lates ; ‘seems to me, vhen I wos a young ’un 
our mothers taught us to dress properly afore ve wos allowed in public 
at all. And if ve didn’t learn ve wos either spanked or arrested.’ 


‘‘Three other fellers joined us then, Sammy, all with wery long pants 
vith wery vide bottoms to ’em. Vun of ’em wos a rev’rind’s son, a talk- 
ative lad. ’[was his natur, I judged. Another wos tall and thin; and 
vun of ’em had red hair and a bull fiddle. I asked him if the fiddle vere 
colleej, too; but he says, “No, just second hand.’ The other wos a melan- 
choly chap whom I tuck to be in love. He wore glasses, and wos vonderin’ 
why juniors couldn’ to go on the senior pienie. 


‘“T'wo wery personable young womin passes, and the lads turned to 
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rubber—a wery bad habit, Samivel, which I hope you’ll never con- 
tract.’’ 

Here Mr. Weller stared hard at the Schrafts box protruding from the 
pocket of his offspring, and the dutiful Sam whistled four bars of 
‘*Minding My Business.’’ 


‘IT asked who the young ladies might be,’’ resumed the old gentle- 
man, ‘‘and the lads answered that they weren’t ladies, but flappers 
ramed Helen Fagan and Flossie Robinson—and mean. I said I wos 
grieved they wos mean, but the young fellers said it wos a compliment. 


‘‘T ink’vired the name of the first lad, and he tells me, ‘Fat Ryder.’ 
‘Fat for the head, I suppose,’ says I. But the impident rascal says no, 
he used to be buiit ike me and ain’t been able to live it down. The 
rev’rind’s son wos Garfield. The others were Kennedy and Babbitt. 
They says they’ll conduc’ me around and interdooce me.’’ 


‘*The fust uns ve met were ’two coves named Mineiky and Thomas. 
This here Mineiky, Samivel, had all the necess’ry qualyfications to be 
a successful husband to your mother-in-law. They was on the baseball 
team, they says. Baseball, Sammy, is cricket played wrong. 

‘“‘Three other young womin wos near, whom they tells me wos Flor- 
ence Huntley, a fine buxom lass, Marjorie McKillop, a lit’ry person, and 
Dot Goodale, who wos about the size of a five-cent coco-cola. Wery fine 
lasses, Sam—but not for you. 

“Next I wos interdooced to a perfesser named Sears. He wos a nice 
ehap. He showed me two little fellers and says they were Lawrence and 
Louis, but not saints. ‘One,’ says he, ‘is a president; the other, a acci- 
dent.’ 

‘‘A chap I mistrusted wos named Carter. He sang in the quartet 
and just to listen to him you’d know his intentions were base. 

‘“My flock all left me shortly arterwards, to go up-stairs and prac- 
tise a hymn. They asked me to listen, which I couldn’t very vell help. 
i must admit they tried hard, at any rate.’’ 

‘“The waledictorian wos Smith, whom they classed as a public beny- 
factor cuz he edited the Sachem. Wright wos their profit.’’ 

“Mr. Pickvick said we’d have to go; so I bid them a-do.’’ 

‘“A wot?’’ inquired Sam. 

**Good-bye. It’s in Italian. All in all, they were a wery nice bunch 
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of seniors—as seniors go. They reminded me o’ an autermobile. They 
run straight when steered right, stop now and then to gas, and spill 
the oil, and have this here Garfield for the free air.’’ 

‘“ Wot 0’ the spare parts, old reprobate?’’ interrupted Sam. 

“Mother Natur,’’ his parent rephed, ‘‘has given all the spare parts 
to vun of their number named Arthur Shaw. And now I think I’ll 
stroll down to Tripp’s for a glass 0’ the inwariable ginger ale.’’ 

Here his parent heaved a sigh and continued, ‘‘ ’Tain’t like the old 
days when I wos properiator 0’ the ‘Markis 0’ Granby!’ My respee’s to 
your guv’nor, Pickvick. Tar, tar, Sammy.’’ 

..(Note: for the benefit of freshmen—and seniors,—the Wellers are 
characters from the ‘‘ Pickwick Papers.’’) 
John D. Fleming, P. G. 


FAREWELL TO OUR BOOKS 


‘‘Terque quaterque beati!’’ No longer shall we hear this beloved 
phrase, O members of the renowned Virgil class, for we must ‘‘perge 
modo’’ into the cruel world. No longer shall we follow Aeneas and little 
Ascanius to far-off lands of the earth. No longer shall we wake up at 
night, our hair standing on end and our voice sticking fast in our throat 
after dreams of serpents writhing, coil on coil, fold on fold. For we 
must bid goodby to our beloved Virgil and his masterpiece, the 
‘* Aeneid.’’ 

Tor the last time we sadly enter la classe francaise, to hear Miss Allen’ 
saying, ‘‘ Depechez-vous, mes enfants!’? Why cannot Messieuers Babbitt 
and Ryder depecher ever at all! But now no more shall we struggle to 
pronounce that excruciating French wu. We must bid adieu to Louis 
XIV, Marie Antoinette, and other famous members of the royalty. .La 
belle Paris, les belles lecons—we leave you all! 

The Democracy class! We have listened spellbound, through an en- 
tire year, to our brilliant recitations. Without doubt, from that group 
of young men who have inhabited the rear seats will come future Presi- 
cents of the United States. Mark my words! But, as we pass out, we 
realize that even we seniors have learned worth-while lessons from our 
teacher. 

The civies c'ass has won great fame from their famous trial. Judge 
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Wright, a fatherly old gentleman, presided. Smith and Garfield were 
the brillant lawyers. Alas! the famous group departs for future court 
rooms. As one result of the trial, Babbitt has fully decided to become 
a butcher! Has he the ability for this profession? 

Hastening to the lofty third floor goes the typewriting class. Another 
day those glassy keys will miss our hearty pounding. Oh, well! Our 
speed is won. We hasten away with one long regretful look backward. 

How earnestly the shorthand class studied their hooks and crooks as 
they passed from floor to floor. It is whispered that they believe in 
signs. Yes, see those Egyptian hieroglyphics which they have left 
traced on the board. 

Hablan Usteds espanol? Si, some of us speak Spanish fluently. It 
is rumored, too, that much dramatic ability has been evident in this 
class. Surely, some future actors and actresses will owe their fame to 
Spanish IT. 

The Senior Math. class being too much for one teacher, the burden of 
our talents was divided at the mid year. Many of the members cannot 
forget the fascinating study. Even in their sleep they murmur: ‘‘ Two 
times the binomial theorem—sine x--a few groans+ cosine xy-+ Miss 
Ford+Mr. Tillson—much hard work=senior math.’’ It is time, how- 
ever, to say goodby to the dear old books with their heart-rending prob- 
lems. 

Day by day we have trod the path of learning, good English by our 
side. Into ‘‘The House of Seven Gables’’ we have walked, and there 
rested pleasantly for a while with little Phoebe and old Miss Pyncheon. 
With slow and weary feet we have followed our guide, Edmund Burke, 
into the House of Commons. Our eyes have drooped as we have tried 
to understand his long speech. Good English murmurs in our ear: 
‘Unity and coherence are necessary in a well-formed paragraph. The 
topic sentence is also almost a necessity.’’ Suddenly there is a glimpse of 
‘“‘T,’Allegro,’’ and of Laughter holding both his sides. Then the scene 
vanishes, and we are alone. | 

Amidst pickle bottles and water pitchers, we carried on our interest- 
ing chemistry experiments. H,O-+salt—the ocean. And we all 
know where Tierra Del Fuego is, and where Mary’s little lamb did go. 


Last, but not least—Sears’ Economics! Heated arguments and spon- 
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taneous repartee! Alas, these were not always appreciated by the in- 
structor! He even seemed under the impression that our famous class 
would not all receive A’s in the final exam. Such an idea! Well! The last 
day for dear Economics has dawned! We shed many tears. 

And now, all you School Books, farewell! May you fall into no worse 
hands than these of ours, that hold you a little closer at this last moment. 
Farewell! . | 

Helen Fagan, ’25 


ALL HAPPY 
Rose dreamed she was a lily; 
Lily dreamed she was a rose; 
Robin dreamed he was a sparrow; 
What the Owl dreamed no one knows. 


But they all woke up together 
As happy as could be. 
Said each one, ‘‘ You’re lovely, neighbor, 
But I’m very glad I’m me.’’ 
Rose Peraman, ’26. 


A CROSSWORD ROMANCE 


In the country of Egypt, in the year 1925, lived a young princess. 
Her name was Takhoma. She was tall and fair, and had a sweet dispo- 
sition until one sad day. 

As she was reading the daily news, she came upon a strange picture 
and read over the top: ‘‘Crossword Puzzle.’’ She worked on it untii 
she became cross and cranky. Her servants were afraid to go near her, 
for fear she would throw something at them. 

Her father, King Themos, became quite impatient with his once sweet 
daughter. He called her to him one morning and said, ‘‘Daughter, you 
must stop this crossword foolishness or marry the man that ean solve 
the puzzle for you.”’ 

‘‘All right, father, I will marry the man that solves that puzzle,”’ 
said Takhoma. 
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The king issued the proclamation over the radio to all parts of the 
world. This is what he said: 

‘*I, King Themos, hereby do give to the man that can solve a cet- 
tain crossword puzzle my daughter’s hand in marriage. Each person 
will be allowed twenty-four hours to do it; and if it is not done then, 
he may depart in peace.’’ 

On hearing this, many men came from all over the world to try for 
the princess’ hand. Some came in autos, trains, and ships; while others 
came by air. Young, old, and from every nation they came, each hoping 
to win. 

Among the suitors was a poor youth. He had come all the way from 
the United States, just to seek the beautiful maiden for his bride. His 
first request upon arriving was to see Takhoma; and then he started on 

his puzzle. Others, having failed, rode by and laughed at him for his 
‘pains, but he kept steadily on. 

Just as the clock was striking the last hour of his time, he rushed into 
the king’s room and flung himself at Themos’ feet. The ruler was angry 
for having his rest disturbed, as he had just been listening to Paul 
Whiteman’s band in New York. 

‘*Oh, sir, I have solved the puzzle and I claim my reward,’’ cried 
George, (for that was the boy’s name). 

“Why, you couldn’t have; it’s impossible,’’ replied the king. “‘ The 
others failed with the sixty-seventh going across, for the word in seven 
letters meaning the most beautiful person in the world. 

““Oh, yes, I have that. It was easy, for it is Takhoma; don’t you 
see?’’ said George. 

‘‘But you couldn’t possibly get forty, going down, meaning the wisest 
man on earth, in six letters,’’ said King Themos. 

‘‘Oh, that was the easiest of them all, for it is you. See, Themos goes 
in there,’’ answered the clever young man. 

The king had not thought of George as a possible son-in-law; but 
when he heard that he himself was the wisest man on the earth, he over- 
looked such small triflles as lack of money and financial power. 

‘Well, my boy, you have done very well, and you may have my 
daughter. May you always be able to solve all your problems like that.”’ 

And so they lived happily ever after. 


? 


Ruth Farnum, ’28. 
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Now that we have all settled down to our well ordered life of poetry, 
pacifism and examinations, we consider it high time to pay some atten- 
tion to our surroundings (depressing as they may be). Personally, we 
think they could be improved. Think how aesthetic, not to say 
distinctive, it would be to have the fire drill directions written in inspir- 
ing verse instead of the present stereotyped prose. Of course, to eluci- 
date with absolute perspicuity for apperception of puzzled (not to say 
ignorant) freshmen, they could be written in Mother Goose style; say, 
to the tune of ‘‘Rock a Bye Baby.”’ 

Remember, dear student, go out aisle by aisle. 
’T would really look sweet if you went single file ; 
But when the gong rings, just rise to the right, 
And tear out the door like a thief in the night. 


We understand that the faculty are attempting to discover some 
method of keeping the students out of the building during recesses. 
Meanwhile, the practicing of the Senior double quartet seems to gain 
the effect desired. 


~ 


We realized some time ago that there have been several issues since we 
burst into song (we use the word burst advisedly). And so, after hours 
of laborious toil spent in carefully cribbing material from various 
sourees, we have at length ‘‘composed’’ the following masterpiece. To 
all valedictorians, past, present and future, present especially, we dedi- 
cate this epic of M. H.S. 
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ABOU BEN GORDON 


Abou Ben Gordon (may I eseape his wrath) 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of Math., 
And saw, among the books piled ’round the door 
(Making the room look like a schoolroom floor), 
Paul S., hard writing in a book of gold. 

Now much study had made Ben Gordon bold, 
And to his teacher in the room said he, 

‘*Quid est hoe que tu ecris?”’ 

Or in dull English may I not inquire, 

‘What writest thou?’’ Paul S. did not retire 

But kept on scribbling. Then he turned his head, 
(All A’s could never turn Ben Gordon’s head), 
And in a voice like that of ancient bard, 

Replied, ‘“The names of those who, having studied hard, 
In their exams have never, never blundered.”’ 
Ben Gordon lay quite still and sadly wondered. 
‘‘And is mine one?’’ said Abou. ‘* Nay, not so,’’ 
Replied Paul S. Gordon spoke more low 

Though cheerily still. ‘‘But may not I by right 
Be writ as one who studied every night?”’ 

Paul wrote, and vanished like the winged nike. 
Next night returned, (accompanied by Spike), 
He showed the names whom love of work had blessed ; 
And lo! Abou Ben Gordon led all the rest. 


(Note: The Sphinx realizes perfectly well that nike does not rhyme 
with Spike; but having borrowed Mr. Nickerson’s poetic license, we 
feel onclined to let it pass.) 


Mr. L. O. Tillson, after hours of compilation, announces the following 
astounding class statisties: 


I. If the entire freshman class were held beneath the placid waters of 
Luake Assawampsett for a period of twenty minutes, the height of the 
water would be raised one ten-millionth of an inch. (Note: It is reported 
that the entire faculty are in favor of carrying out the experiment, with 
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the exception of Miss Leach, whose thirst for scientific information is 
overbalanced by her love for her ‘‘darling freshmen.’’) 3 

If. The entire sophomore class, with two exceptions, were able to 
answer correctly the question, ‘‘What color is blue vitriol?’’ The two 
exceptions were Miss Elizabeth Tillson, who failed entirely, and Miss 
Doreas Tucker, who received 50% credit. She wrote, ‘‘I don’t know,’’ 
which Mr. Tillson was forced to admit was correct. 

II. After long unfruitful labor, Mr. Tillson announces that he was 
unable to find facts of any particular importance concerning the class 
of 1926, except that one of its members, Miss Ruth Hardy, is in an excel- 
lent position to qualify as ‘‘School Widow.’’ 

IV. When interviewed on the subject of the senior class, Mr. Tillson 
beamed cheerfully and stated that he had deduced the following grati- 
fying conclusion: ‘‘If the senior class were laid end to end around the 
high school building, they would probably not get up for a long time. 
On the whole,’’ remarked Mr. Tillson, when he had disclosed that stag- 
veering fact, ‘‘I consider that to be the most important piece of informa- 
tion aequired.’’ 

The Sphinx takes pleasure in announcing the graduation exercises 
of the Fifth Year Class, Mr. Francis John Sylvia, president, secretary, 
treasurer and sole living member. (We understand that the class was 
originally composed of all the P. G. students of M. H. 8., but that the 
other members were dropped by the president because of disorderiy 
conduct in meeting.) The exercises are to be held next Saturday even- 
ing in the Park Theatre. Mr. Harrington tells us that because of the 
undoubted popularity of the duet between Mr. Sylvia and Franx 
Sylvia he has definitely postponed the vaudeville (which we notice was 
an animal act) that was scheduled for that night. 

And now, dear reader, comes the saddest task of all, that of saying 
eoodbye forever. Last year we fooled you: we said voodbye and then 
eame back again; but this year there is no fooling about it; for once we 
are deathly serious. In fact, the very thought of leaving you has 
plunged us into an abyss of despair. But, heaving a final sigh and with 
determination writ upon our noble brow, we grasp our pen and write 
the fatal word, Finis. 
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Our high school concert given May 6 was said to have been appre- 
ciated more than ever. Again we make our bow to Mr. Phillips. 


An art exhibition was given in the town hall, May 22, by the pupils 
of the grammar schools and those who took drawing courses at the high 
school. The exhibition was under the direction of Miss Evelyn Wells, 
our drawing supervisor. In the drawings, paintings, sewing, and 
work of manual training and cut-outs, were displayed many produe- 
tions showing real ability. 

In the evening Mr. Charles H. Bates spoke on ‘‘The Value of the 
Study of Drawing as a Factor in Educational Development.’’ The 
pupils of the grammar grades favored the audience with music, read- 
ings, puzzles, and a play called ‘‘The Origin of Drawing,’’ which was 
exceedingly well given. From the size of the audience, we feel sure that 
the parents and friends are interested, and that the exhibition was a 
ereat SUCCESS. 


We regret that Miss Wells is leaving us to fill the position as head of 
the art department in Fairhaven, Mass. 


THE SACHEM Zs 


Artistic foreign-travel posters of brilliant hues were recently dis: 
played about the high school building where everyone could admire 
them. Miss Allen’s classes were made especially attractive by many 
French posters, and the members eagerly scanned the map to locate the 
different places mentioned and looked up interesting facts about them. 


When Mr. Tillson’s Chemistry class was studying about petroleum, 
he secured pictures on that subject and showed them to the class in 
moving-picture form, a great success! 


A College Corner has recently been established in the small room 
out of room 5. It is in charge of Miss Stetson, Miss White, and Lillian 
Hill, and was planned to help the pupils become acquainted with the 
different colleges, learn which one fits their needs and elect their courses 
to meet the college requirements. 


The head nurse (Miss Daley) of the Boston City Hospital came 
from Boston just to talk to the girls of the high school on the profes- 
sion of nursing and the great demand for nurses of high rating. The 
girls were glad of such an opportunity and appreciated Miss Daley’s 
coming. We are pleased to discover that so many in our school are 
intending to follow such a useful profession. 


The senior class day program for June 18, is as follows: at 8 A. M., 
senior parade; at 8.15, march into the assembly hall, singing; then the 
reading of the class will, written by James Carter and John Garfield, 
and the presentation of class gifts. After a commencement song, cheers 
and yells and a grand exeunt. 


A complimentary concert was given by the Middleboro Teachers’ 
Association to the music lovers of Middleboro, especially to the younger 
people. The Taunton Orchestral Club of forty-eight pieces were thie 
artists. Many of the instruments were entirely new to some of us and 
we were given opportunity to hear each individually in order to become 
acquainted with them all. Our thanks to the Teachers’ Association tor 
bringing such an inspiration to us. 

Through the efforts of Mr. Nickerson, a book of poems written by 


the pupils of M. H. S., is to be published soon. It is the first thing ot 
this kind ever achieved by the school, and certainly is a creditable un- 
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dertaking. Expenses are defrayed by a one hundred per cent contri- 
bution by the school members, and by gifts from interested citizens. 


The annual senior dance was given May 21, Hardy’s orchestra fur- 
nishing excellent music. It was a profitable affair both socially and 
financially. 


On May 29 the High school observed Memorial Day by singing patri- 
otic songs and by listening to an extremely interesting talk by our Su- 
perintendent of Schools, Mr. Bates. He emphasized the fact that the 
voung people of today will be the voters of tomorrow ; therefore we must 
be well educated to understand the problems of our Country, and must 
be red-blooded and strong, to solve them. 


The following pupils have received typewriting awards since the last 
Sachem: Silver Medals: Lynette Duncklee, Remington; Lawrence Car- 
ver; Underwood, L. C. Smith; Marjorie Mackillop, Underwood, Evelyn 
‘ate, Remington; Evelyn Norris, Remington. Bronze Medals: Marjorie 
Mackillop, Underwood; Anna Manwaring, Underwood; Evelyn Norris, 
Underwood; Phyllis Owens, Underwood; Arthur Shaw, Underwood. 
Marion Robinson, Royal. Helen Shaw, Remington; Amy Kelley, L. C. 
Smith, Underwood; Ruth Skillings, Underwood; Lillian Nielson, Rem- 
ington; Olga Sipolin, Remington; Hazel Marble, Remington; Mabel 
Mason, Remington; Rose Hartmann, Remington, Underwood; Harriet 
Kennedy, Remington; Irene Jura, Remington; Lynette Duncklee,, 
Remington ; Mildred Jenney, Royal; Rose Peranian, Royal. | 


IN EVERY SOUND 


In every sound I hear 

There lies a song; 

In every woodland scene, a painting; 
And in every thought, 

A poem. 


But in other men it lies 
To sing my songs, 
To paint my pictures, 
And to write my poems. 
John Garfield, 725 
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Science and Invention 


IN THE YEAR 1960 


The Scientific Observer woke up one fine summer morning and heard 
the police bells ringing loudly. Looking out the window, he saw the 
police squad of flying machines in hot pursuit of a gold and green 
plane made by Henry Ford, 2nd. That plane, as every one knew, was 
the private property of John Garfield. Going into the street, the Observ- 
er asked what the commotion was. Kennedy, the banana merchant, said 
that the plane had just returned from a party and was headed for 
the Rock. Because of one-hand driving, the Ford dipped down and 
knocked three students from their recitation room on the roof of the 
M. H.S. building to the ground. Some of the most interested and active 
citizens of the town are still wondering if it would be a good plan to 
build a new high school. 


All of a sudden a large plane swooped out of the clouds, grazing the 
flag pole on the Hinckley & Son’s building. Hinckley, hearing the 
noise, stopped the whee’s of his famous dollar-watch factory and went 
up on the roof, pipe in his mouth, to see what the trouble was. White, 
with no hat on his head, was forming circles around the pole and was 
delivering a ton of mainsprings from the Woolworth Company. He 
dropped a note explaining that he didn’t have time to land, as he 
wanted to arrive at Chatham in time to see Gibbs demonstrate his 
over-water, under-water, and land-traveling machine. 
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Going immediately into the house, the Observer transmitted his body 
by radio to Chatham, where he saw thousands of people gathered around 
what looked like an old-fashioned 1922 Ford sedan, similar to the type 
our fathers used to run. It had an arrangement of propellers, wings, and 
wheels which was the result of a lifetime of patient labor. Gibbs, with a 
full grown beard, was standing beside the machine, working on the en- 
gine. In a moment he went into Giberti’s Drug Store and procured 
some T. N. T., which started it with ease. He stepped into the con- 
traption, but it would not move! He consulted ‘‘Carver’s Handbook on 
Engines,’’ but soon gave up in despair, as the book contained everything 
but the necessary information. Finally, with the aid of A. Shaw he 
lifted the car on a truck, and the procession moved back to the garage. 
Just then Lepre came tearing along in his twenty-four cylinder speed- 
ster and earried the Observer home. 


IN THE GARDEN 


I like to go to the garden, 
On a bright and sunny day, 
And walk among the flowers 
To watch them while at play. 
They nod and sway as I pass them, 
And it sometimes seems to me 
As if they tried to talk or sing, 
Lest their beauty I should not see. 
Elizabeth Drew, ’26 


AN ALPINE HERO 


Late in the afternoon of a certain September day, in the little village 
of Gletchethorn, nestled among the Alps, Peter Lance, a lad of about 
ffteen, tall for his years and husky, was seen starting up the moun- 
tainside with a shepherd dog to a pasture where the Lance family kept 
their sheep. Far off on the horizon was a black cloud which slowly 
came nearer and nearer. 

Peter and the dog Shep were going to lead the sheep home from the 
pasture. Every day Peter and his father and Shep did this. Today the 
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boy and the dog would do it alone because his father had said that they 
inight when it was time to take the sheep home for the winter. Peter 
had always looked forward to the event, and now that it had come he 
was so overjoyed that he did not see the oncoming storm in the distance. 

Soon Peter and his dog were nearly half their way up to the pasture. 
At that time a few snowflakes fluttered aimlessly to the ground. Look- 
ing up to the sky, he knew that these few flakes augured no mean storm ; 
he also knew that the sheep would huddle together, as sheep do in 
storms, and some might be smothered. This thought may have fright- 
ened him, for soon he began to run. 

The snow was falling in earnest when the boy and the dog arrived 
at the pasture. Shep bounded over the rails and caused the sheep to 
start, but when they recognized their leader they were quiet again. 
Carlo, Peter’s pet ram, came to greet him in such a way that the boy 
imew something was wrong. Shep began to round up the flock, while 
his master counted them. One, two, three, etc. Where was the one 
hundredth sheep? It was nowhere to be found. 

‘No, Shep, we can’t go home yet. There is one sheep missing.’’ 

Shep seemed to understand because he put his nose up in the air 
and appeared to have the scent of the beast which had carried the sheep 
away. 

Peter thought that it must have been killed but he was going to hunt 
for it, anyhow. 

‘*What will papa think if I come home without the lost sheep?’’ he 
thought. ‘‘No, we can’t go home without it, Shep; we’ve got to find it.’’ 


The wind was howling around the trees and whipping the branches 
together, while the snow came down so thick and fast that they could 
scarcely see before them. Peter would be wet to his skin in no time, 
and it was so cold that probably his clothes would freeze; but still they 
pressed on. 

Suddenly, as they were plowing through the snow, a thought came to 
Peter. ‘‘I am the good shepherd; the good shepherd giveth his hfe for 
the sheep.’’ He wondered where he had heard it before. Then uae 
remembered. 

‘‘Shep, I wonder if he had one hundred sheep. Anyway, he lost a 
sheep the same as we have; but he didn’t give up searching for it; ae 
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kept on till he found it. No, Shep, we can’t stop now.’’ Shep wagged 
his tail and barked to show that he was willing to hunt as long as his 
master, even if his paws were freezing cold. 

The storm was at its height now. Already the snow was almost two 
feet deep, and poor Shep could hardly keep up with his master, who 
was making slow progress indeed. Peter was so hungry and faint and 
cold, for his hands and feet were numb, that he was foreed to stop 
every few minutes to catch his breath. 

‘‘Shep, you will keep on looking if anything should haven to me— 
that’s a good dog. I think I can’t go another step farther.’’ 

Poor Peter was so worn out now that he fell unconscious upon the 
snow. The dog came up to his master and licked his hands, but Peter 
did not open his eyes. After that Shep stood very still as if he were 
thinking, and then he began to bark for help as hard as he could. He 
kept this up for some time, but no one came. Withvuut delaying any 
longer, he started to go home after taking a last look at his master, 
lying perfectly still in the snow. He went home through the terrific 
storm as quickly as possible. He had not gone very far before he 
became so hot that he panted. He was worn out, like his master, when 
he arrived home. 

‘Oh, Heinrich! I know that something has happened to our Peter. 
Why doesn’t Shep come and tell us where he is?’’ 

‘‘Never fear, you must remember—’’ 

At that moment there was a scratching at the door. 

Mr. Lance ran to the door and there was Shep! He wagged his tail as 
if he were glad to see him; then ran out into the snow in the direction 
from which he had come, and came back again, barking all the while. 
Of course Mr. Lance understood what Shep was trying so hard to tell 
him. 

Was Peter found and taken home? Of course he was. As he was 
regaining consciousness, his father heard him mumbling, ‘‘The good 
shepherd giveth his life for the sheep.’’ 


Carolyn Bowen ’?26 


Clerk: ‘‘Two cents, little girl. Bread’s gone up since yesterday.”’ 
Girl: ‘‘Then give me a yesterday’s loaf, please.’’ 
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‘“The Huttlestonian,’’ Fairhaven High: A very interesting magazine. 
with an attractive cover. We enjoyed your stories very much. Why not 
have some local hits in your Smiles column ? 


‘*The Clarion,’’ Arlington High: A superlative in the world of school 
magazines. Your departments are well-organized and concise. The 
Latin correspondence is a novel idea. Some of our French students are 
corresponding with students in France. Why don’t you try an alumni 
column ? 


‘The Alpha,’’ New Bedford High: We judge from your dramaties 
number that you have some promising playwrights in your school. We 
like the way your alumni editor conducts his department. A few com- 
ments would help the exchange column. 


‘‘The Enterprise,’’ Belmont Junior High: An excellent magazine for 
a Junior High School. The continued French stories are good. You 
certainly have an abundance of clubs in your school. 


‘The Periscope,’’ Bridgewater, Mass.: You have a very neat paper 
and we enjoyed it to the full. Your X-word puzzle cover design is 
unique and attractive. Why not have more and larger cuts? 
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‘*Sis’’? Jenney: ‘‘I certainly do like to swim!’’ 


“‘Sis’’ Hartman: ‘‘Most fish do!’’ 


George: ‘‘The jokes in that last Sachem were terrible !’’ 


John: ‘‘Oh, I don’t know! I just threw some of the rejected ones into 
the stove and the fire roared.’’ 


Ruth Paun: ‘‘My feet are awfully tired tonight.’’ 
Joe Mineiky : ‘‘ Anything I can do?’’ 
Ruth Paun: ‘‘You might take yours off.’’ 


Mr. Sears: ‘‘This examination will be of the yes and no type.’’ 
Jim Carter:: ‘‘ And I forgot to bring a penny !”’ 


Kennedy : “‘My boy, I’m afraid you haven’t the true M. H. S. spirit 
cf democracy. You even refused to recognize your barber when you 
passed him !’’ 

Dupont: **Why, he cut me three times yesterday !’’ 


Wheeler: :“‘So you think you know as much as Mr. Tillson? How’s 
that?’’ 

Dunham: ‘‘ Well, he himself has said it’s impossible to teach me any- 
thing: 


‘‘Keep that school-girl complexion,’’ he muttered as he dusted his 
shoulder. 
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Fat Ryder (pointing out J. Fleming to fair visitor) : ‘‘See that fel- 
_ low over there? He’s a famous ecubist.’’ 

Fair Visitor: “‘ Really? He does look temperamental.’’ 

Fat Ryder: ‘‘ Yeah—he’s a erap artist.’’ 


HELPFUL HOUSEHOLD HINTS 


Always use Ivory soap, when washing your head. 

If your ear turns turtle, make soup of it. 

Be careful what kind of watch you buy; it may be full of ticks. 
Never use crash towels; they make too much noise. 

If swinging doors do not work properly, remove from hinges. 


Harry (the bore) : ‘‘My foot’s asleep.’’ 
Mary (the victim) : ‘‘How I envy it!’’ 


Ex. 19: ‘‘What is your occupation ?’’ 

Ex. 20: ‘‘I used to be an organist.’’ 

Ex. 19: ‘‘And why did you give it up?”’ 
Ex. 20: ‘The monkey died.’’ 


College: “Say, that’s a fast looking car you have! ‘‘ What’s the most 
you ever got out of it?”’ 
Boy: *‘ Five times in a mile!’’ 


WARE is my Wandering Boy Tonight’’ 


There is a chap, one William Ware, of whose artistic bent 
Old Middleboro’s seen a lot—it isn’t Heaven sent. 
Now William got a saxaphone upon a Christmas day, 
And on that tortuous instrument he straightway learned to play. 
He practiced daily and by night—all keys and scales he tried ; 
And two weeks from that Christmas day a luckless neighbor died. 
We make no accusations—for we all love peace and quiet— 
But now we’ll never recommend a saxaphonie diet! 

Jb IOS Te 


SUMMARY OF THE BASEBALL SEASON 


April 21, our team was defeated by Taunton High, 7-2, in the sea- 
son’s first game. 

Next we were vanquished by Plymouth High, the score being 3-1. 
The boys outhit their opponents, but Plymouth got the breaks of the 
game. 

On the following Wednesday we bowed to Abington High School. 
It was a raw day and the fielding of the game was ragged. The final out- 
come of the contest was 13-8. 

On May 2 the boys were subdued by the strong North Attleboro 
aggregation in a well-played game by a 6-2 score. 

The team continued its losing streak in the next game, and Bridge- 
water went home with a 10-8 victory. 

In our first out-of-town game of the season we defeated New Bedford 
Vocational School, 5-4. Otto’s effective pitching and the team’s timely 
hitting won the game for Middleboro. 

We then journeyed to Abington and were decisively defeated, 19-8. 

On our return trip to North Attleboro we again lost, this time 9-1. 

We traveled to Bridgewater on the succeeding Friday and avenged 
our former defeat, soundly drubbing our rival’s team, 12-4. A home 
run by Mineiky was the feature of the game. 

Tuesday, May 26, the strong Powder Point preparatory school team 
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defeated us 7-4. Bunched hits by the Duxbury lads accounted for their 
victory. 

The following Thursday, we lost to the New Bedford Vocational 
School, 4-3, in an eleven-inning struggle. The game was hard fought 
from start to finish. Our opponents received the crucial breaks and 
thus won the contest. 

Then we met New Bedford High at the playgrounds and the 

‘‘whalers’’ added a 5-1 score to their string of victories. 

Next, Wareham High was conquered for the second time this season. 
Chester Lewis was the winning pitcher, the score being 6-2. 

June 9, we played our return game at Taunton and came out on the 
short end of a 15-1 score. 

At the present writing there are two more games to be played, with 
Plymouth and New Bedford High Schools respectively. 

The usual line lineup was as follows: 

WerGlarks c.f: 

W. Shannon, s. s. 

B. Johnstone, 1 b. 

J. Mizskinis, 1. f. 

J. Minieky, 3 b. 

Gr thomas, 1, 1: 

E. Coombs, 2 b. 

G. Kennedy, (Captain) e. 
Otto or C. Lewis, p. 


L’HIVER 


(With apologies to Father Time) 
Le lae est gelé dur; 
La neige est sur la terre; 
Le temps est froid et pur; 
Tout nous announce I|’hiver. 
Francis Ryder, ’25 


The most dangerous part of a car is the nut that holds the steering 
wheel. 
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The alumni editors have received news of the marriage of two M. H. 
S. graduates. Phyllis Sullivan, 1916, has recently become Mrs. Otto 
P. Becker ; while Catherine Bates, 1918, is the bride of Roger H. Paine. 
Mr. and Mrs. Paine will reside in New Orleans. 


Parker H. Kennedy, 1913, has been transferred by the Crew-Levick 
Oil Company from Cambridge to Watertown, N. Y; ° 


Mary Wood, 1922, has been the head of the Students’ Couneil of 
Bridgewater Normal School during the past year. 


Edward Hennessey, 1921, has been appointed a meee of the lit- 
erary department of the Dartmouth ‘‘ Jack O’Lantern.’ 


Robert Butler, 1924, has won honors in all practical sapien at West | 
om ts 


Ruth Thomas, 1923, gave an organ recital, April 21, in the Mary 
Lyon Chapel at Mount Holyoke College, where Miss Thomas is a sopho- 
more. Among the selections were some by Bach, Mendelssohn, Guil- 
mant and others of the best composers. 


Kioger Jenks, 1917, is credit man at Field and Flint Shoe Factories 
in Montello. 


BUT: THEN 


Every life’s a rose garden. 
Some have more roses and fewer thorns-— 
Bute nen 


Miriam McDonald, 72 
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- BOURNE WOOD 


| Insuring Anything Insurable 


Satisfaction Service 


NASH LEADS THE WORLD IN MOTOR CAR VALUE 
PRICE RANGE FROM $1095 to $2290 


PERKINS’ GARAGE 


Nash Sales and Service 
Lakeville, Mass. 


‘*No, sah!’’ said Jo, our dusky man of all trades, when I asked him if 
he had ever flown. ‘‘Terrah firmah fo’ me! An’ de mo’ firmah, de less 
terrah !’’—National Geographic Magazine. 


| REAL CHINESE CHOP SUEY 
DAN BESSE and 
7 ; CHOW MEIN 


L. S. & D. and WALKOVERS| The Iron Kettle Annex 


Soule & Flanders, Prop. 
Side of Park Theatre 


SHOES 


Williams’ Ralph M. Bassett 
Specialty Shop ELECTRICIAN 


Yard Goods Ready to Wear : ; 
4 Radio Supplies 


New Location 


Fixtures and Lamps 
RYDER BLOCK 
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E. B. LOVELL Autos for Hire 
District Manager 
Chamberlain & Burnham, Inc. We Go Anywhere Anytime 


Largest Real Estate Clearing Phones 173-M, 405-M 
House in New England 


26 Barden Hill Rd. Tel. 93-M LEON C. ALLEN 
Middleboro, Mass. 


A Good Line of Men’s Shoes and 


T. F. BOUCHER Huntineseeee 
Wanted—Antiques of all Kinds 
PAINTS AND VARNISHES Gold Fish and Glonee 
370 Centre St. Tel. 333-M Studley and Drew 


27 North Main St. Tel. 325-M 


Betty : ‘‘I’ve decided to give up stenography.”’ 
Jeff: ““No! Why?”’ 
Betty : “I can’t bear to have any man dictate to me.’’ 


S. Sawicki 


551 Centre St. Tel. 687-R 


STETSON & CLARK] pry coops store 


Hosiery, Underwear 
Full Line Yard Goods 


ii Electric 
J Shoe Repair Shop 
HOWLETT’S V. MORRONI : 
FOOD High Grade Work and Best Stock 
Used 


I luncl 
1 OUTS SUNCI TOG Ob your All Work Guaranteed 


own home. 453 Center St. 
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TRIPP 
MAKES 
GOOD 
CANDY 
AND 
ICE CREAM 


MILLINERY 
SMART HATS FOR THE SEASON’S DISPLAY 


PORTER & SNOW 


161 Center St., Middleboro 


The editors of the Sachem and their teacher advisers wish to express 
their gratitude to the chief typist, Duehurst DeBrusk, his first assistant, 
Richard Hinckley, and others who during the past year have willingly 
and efficiently assisted us in the preparation of our school paper. 


Established 1852 
The BEST WISHES 


Middleboro Gazette ae 


YOUR LOCAL PAPER’ |Church of Our Saviour 
Subscription $2.50 per Year 


GEORGE E. DOANE 
The Hardware Man 


38 Tah Hes A C-HeE eM 


Compliments of 


‘ BAILEY’S GARAGE 


Middleboro, Mass. 


Harvard graduate, visiting our high school: ‘‘I take it, this is your 
lodge room.”’ 
Mr. Nickerson: ‘‘Oh, yes! And over here we have a still larger one!”’ 


DR. ROUNDS Community Market 
R. W. CROMWELL, Prop. 


Meats of All Kinds 
Vegetables and Fruits in Season 


40 North Main St. ~ Tel. 650 


DENTIST 


X-Ray Treatments 


Compliments of 


FRED B. PARKER 


Ice Cream, Confectionery 
Middleborough Trust Murray Chocolates 


Cigars, Cigarettes 
Company 2 = 


‘45 Centre St. Tel. 8610-M 
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STUDEBAKER SERVICE STATION 


Studebaker Cars 
FISK AND GOODRICH TIRES, ACCESSORIES 
Repairing, Livery 
Telephone 452 Everett Square 
Middleboro 


AUTO RADIATOR REPAIRING 
mevy CORES PUT IN AT SHORT NOTICE 
Dents taken out of Auto Bodies and Fenders 


Middleboro Auto Radiator Shop 


176 CENTRE AVE. Telphone 559-W 
Near N. Y., N. H. & H. R. R. Freight Depot 


Casey—‘‘ Riley, ye owe me an apology—ye called me a liar.’’ 
Riley—‘‘ Yure a liar—Oi didn’t.’’ 
‘‘Well, it’s all right, thin, an’ ye don’t owe me an apology.’’—Judgc. 


ROLL ROOFINGS 


We buy in Carload Lots and pass the benefit along to our cus- 
tomers. 

A full line on hand at all times. 

Let us figure anything you may need in anything in Building 
Materials. 


SEARS LUMBER CO. 


SCUDDER BROTHERS COAL CO. 


Middleboro 


HEATS HUNDREDS OF HAPPY HOMES 


Eat and be Merry at BOB’S LUNCH 


40 
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E.. F. Tinkham 


Jeweler 


J. E. Robinson 


Registered Optometrist 
“We grind our own lenses and 
duplicate broken lenses.” 

113 Centre Street 


Homestead Grocery 
SERVICE AND QUALITY 


Telephone 410 


Sam Wells: ‘‘I scored the winning run yesterday.”’ 
Mr. Goodwin: “ How’s that, I didn’t know you played.’’ 


Sam Wells: ‘‘I don’t, but I run the scoreboard.’’ 


PARK THEATRE 


Frank H. Harrington, Resident Manager 


High-Class Motion Pictures and Vaudeville 


HART, SCHAFFNER & MARX 
GOO) DeCrO i ris 
Holeproof Hosiery 
Hathaway Shirts 
Hansen Gloves 
MIDDLEBORO CLOTHING 
| CO. 


Compliments of 


WILLIAM EGGER 


We fit your home in a satisfactory 


Manner 


“Eat and be Merry at BOB’S LUNCH 


! 
j 


Compliments of 


» K Be 
LOBL MANUFACTURIN:: «5.5 pure (GF 
Ss oe / 


FRO 
| 


‘Stanley Wood Grain 
Company 


eMIDDLEBORO, eMASS. 


Here’s to the Middleboro High School! 
May every Student succeed! 


“THE YOUNG MEN’S CHRISTIAN ASSOCIATION 


$500 ENROLLS YOU | 


in in 


Weekly Purchase Plan 


RAND MOTOR SALES CO. 


OVERLAND and | 
WILLYS-KNIGHT | 


CARS 


MAXIM MOTOR CO. 


Dikenitaliote for Plymouth and Barnstable Counties ve Are |] bib 


